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As far as habits go, I think running to relieve stress is one of the better ones that you can have. At least running is exercise, keeps you in shape and keeps you moving. Makes you feel like you're getting somewhere, even if the only place you want to get is away from the mistakes you've made in the past.

Right now the only mistake on my mind is ever dating him in the first place.

Adam, my handsome and charming boyfriend. The man who is still my boyfriend somehow because he always manages to worm his way out of problems, always has an excuse ready on his traitorous lips. And because on paper, he's the sort of man that you don't just drop, he's the type of guy you always need to work things out with. Because Adam is a catch.

He's handsome, movie star good looks and a strong jaw. Dirty blonde hair that's always a little mussed and a picture-perfect smile to go with his pretty and shimmering blue eyes. Body sculpted by an artist, all hard and straight lines and powerful strokes with a brush handed down by god itself. He looks like the sort of man who shouldn't exist and is exactly the sort of man who is the perfect package.

The little king, he was handed the keys to success by his family that seems to own half the whole goddamn world at times. Every restaurant he ever takes me to, every town we ever walk into he knows a guy, a friend of the family who will bend over backwards to make sure that his every need is met. Adam has the kind of wealth that doesn't need money to get things, because whether out of a desire to gain his favor or a fear of what he can do to them they'll hand him whatever he wants for free.

And he knows it, he certainly acts like it. He takes without thinking, acts on impulse and drive and instinct and when he knows he's been caught in a lie he'll just smile that sly smile of his that says without words that he knows you'll forgive him because he wants you to forgive him, and Adam always gets what he wants.

He certainly did today.

I came home early from work, walking into my home that I owned and that I bought with hard-earned money instead of gifted by family or friends like his three condos across the city. When I walked in the door I saw his shoes first, his jacket tossed carelessly on the floor a few feet away and that wasn't an uncommon sight. Adam had the keys to my place and sometimes he'd stop by in the middle of the day, mostly because he was in the neighborhood and his condos were all downtown while mine was out near the park. He'd eat my food and drink my drinks and sleep in my bed and I put up with it, even though he never offered to replace anything, because Adam was a catch and I knew I'd be a fool to complain.

Trying to hold back my sigh I reached down to pluck up his jacket and hang it and when I did I noticed the shoes beneath it, the tiny little black pumps that didn't belong to me and didn't belong to him either. I think really I knew the truth then, but I didn't let myself believe it quite yet.

I am my own worst enemy, lying to myself to keep myself happy. I can tell a million lies and believe a million more because the truth of it is that I really do want to be with Adam, even if I don't really understand fully even my own motivations behind that.

You're probably thinking that I'm a gold digger, that I'm after him for his money. But the truth is that I would be more than content to work for my own happiness for the rest of my life and even if Adam proposed, that wouldn't change things too much for me. The thought of being his trophy wife sounded so boring to me, endless days with nothing to do but keep myself in shape and look pretty on his arm.

So why did I stay with him? Why did I put up with his selfish needs and cruel disregard for my own feelings?

I don't know, maybe it's because I'm fundamentally broken. Maybe it's because I grew up in a household that told me time and again that I didn't need to work, that I didn't need to be strong, that I was a woman and my whole life could be saved if I had the right man with me, and if there was a man that better matched the description of 'the right man' than Adam, I hadn't found him.

Hanging up his jacket I excused the shoes as belonging to a friend or a colleague. I thought I recognized them, my friend Stacy had a pair just like them and maybe she dropped by to see me, found him instead, and they were enjoying a perfectly innocent cup of tea together. I could find other reasons, other excuses, even thinking at one point that maybe Adam had bought me a present but forgot to wrap it and as I walked into the house, searching around the bottom floor and looking for any sign of them I played through a dozen while believing none of them.

I found him upstairs in my bedroom, lying in my bed naked and reclining and sweaty in a room that smelled like sex. The covers were pushed down to just below his waist, exposing his rigid abs and that V that led beneath the sheets and he was flicking through the TV he'd bought and he'd insisted I put in here, obviously killing time as he waited for someone. He tried to play it off like he was waiting for me.

"Hallie!" he said when he finally noticed me walk in, his eyes going a little wide and his grip on the remote getting a little tighter, "Baby you're home! You're home early!"

His voice was loud, almost strained. He was looking at me but his eyes kept darting over to the corner, to the door to the bathroom and then back to me so quickly it was difficult to pick out the movement.

"Work ended early," I explained, "Adam what are you doing naked in my bed?"

I could see the few wheels in his head turning. While Adam was handsome and charming, smart wasn't among his best and brightest attributes. He and his family got through the world coasting on name and reputation and dividends, with even his family company run by the people they paid to run it at this point. I think it'd been three generations since the last time someone in his bloodline worked for a living.

"I thought I'd surprise you," he settled on that lie eventually, "Get ready for you."

With a click, the TV went quiet and he tossed the remote to one side where it clattered to the floor. He slid over to the edge of the bed, pulling the sheets away from him as he went as he revealed every inch of his glorious body to my eyes.

I'll admit it, I can be shallow when it comes down to it. Adam was gorgeous from head to toe, his body built in the gym and in the kitchen by people he paid top dollar to sculpt it for him. But they did stunning work. With him revealed to me in full, well no matter how many times I saw him I still got a little weak in the knees.

He moved quickly, wrapping me up in his arms and kissing me. Carrying me fast across the room he slammed me into the bathroom door and held me fast, my legs and my arms wrapping around his body.

I felt him come to life, his cock throbbing up as his hands slipped down to my hips and adjusted me. His lips parted from mine and latched onto my neck, and a moan escaped my mouth as I felt the head of his stiffening cock grind against my panty-clad mound.

"Oh Adam," I groaned for him, "Oh god Adam you're hungry today."

"For you," he confessed, "All for you."

I was eager and so needy. I knew Adam well enough to know that he only ever fucked in one way, hard and fast and driven towards his own climax. In a matter of moments, he'd have my panties pressed to one side and he'd be inside of me, pumping into me so quick and so firm and taking himself over the edge as quick as could be.

Adam only ever fucked me like he was running a sprint, his selfish desires leaving me breathless and consumed and making my hands roam after he slipped away from me, making me bring myself to shuddering climax after shuddering climax with the memory of his body on mine.

I dug in, heels into the small of his back and hands clenching on his shoulders as he slipped my panties to the side and prepared to pound into me.

Then I heard a sneeze, the unmistakable sound of a human sneeze from behind me. From the other side of the bathroom door. Adam heard it too because he froze with the head of him pressed right up against my lips and he pulled back, looking me in the eye.

"Whoops," he said, and flashed that stupid fucking grin of his.

"Adam," I asked him, choosing my words carefully, "Is someone in my bathroom."

"There is an explanation," he replied, pulling me back and setting me down on my feet.

"Adam, who is in my bathroom? Who is in my home? Who is-"

He reached behind me and grabbed the doorknob that had started to turn. He held up one hand to me, urging me to be calm, to be still and quiet and reasonable and listen but he had that grin on his face the whole time, that million-dollar grin that told me he knew he'd get away with this no matter what.

"Hallie," he said to me, "I wanted it to be a surprise for you. I had this whole plan because I got this feeling that it was your fantasy, your private fantasy, and wanted to make sure that it played out just right."

"Adam, what the hell are you talking about?"

He turned the knob and pressed the door open and I turned, catching the sight of my slim and beautiful blonde friend Stacy standing in the bathroom, naked save for a hand towel and her arms draped over herself. Her eyes were downcast, she couldn't look at me, and the shame of what she'd clearly done was written all over her face.

"You're cheating on me," I said breathless with disbelief.

"No," he said, as if I was just being crazy again, "No I'm not cheating on you, sweetie. I know how close you and Stacy are and she came over and we were talking. We figured that we'd set you up for some fun with all three of us. You, her, me. It would be great. I know you're comfortable with her. I know you well enough to know that you want this."

I didn't. I was unbendingly straight and even if I wasn't Stacy was one of my oldest friends and truest confidants. Sex with her, it was the last thing on my mind and none of the pieces added up.

This was just like the time he'd tried to convince me that I really did want to go skydiving when he bought us tickets without thinking of it, or the time that he convinced me that what I really wanted for my birthday was to be present for him as an excuse for him not buying me anything. This was Adam's modus operandi. He'd fuck up and then he'd spin a web of charming lies to make it all seem like he could read me, like he knew what I wanted and I needed and to make me go through with it even if I hated it all along.

So did I fall for it this time?

"Adam, what the fu-" I started, but he cut me off.

"Hallie, no swearing. You know I think swearing is beneath you. You're a lady, and ladies don't swear."

His eyes got firm, his jaw clenched. He pulled away from me and walked over to the bed, sitting on the edge of it and dragging the sheets up over himself to give himself some semblance of dignity.

I could feel the rage rising in me, my attention torn between him and Stacy and as I tried to pick the first of those two targets Adam started to work that magic spell he had over me.

"Look I know new things can be scary and I know that sometimes what you really want, it can seem like something you never wanted at all. But you know I've just got your best interests at heart. I really do believe that this is something you're going to want to do, and when you do you're not going to regret it. Neither of you are."

He looked from me to Stacy, his eyes hard on each of us, and then settled back on me.

"And I know that you're going to need a bit of time to process things. So here's my deal and it's my final offer.

"You just got home from work, you're not in the right headspace and you need to clear your mind. Go out on one of those runs you go on. Just step out for a bit, go for a run, and while you do just think about my offer. Stacy and I will be patient. We'll stay here and wait. You go clear your head and come back and let us know, because I think if you give it some thought, you're gonna be convinced that the best choice you can make is to trust me. Okay?"

He didn't wait for me to respond, just walked over to my dresser and started sorting through it, grabbing different items from out of it and handing them over to me. My running socks, a sports bra, one of my running shirts and shorts. He passed them over and stunned, I took each one until my arms were full and he was turning me, walking me over to the door of the bedroom and walking me out of the room.

"Just go for a run," he said, "You'll feel better afterward and we'll be back here waiting. Go ahead. We don't mind."

My head was a jumble, my mouth felt numb and my tongue felt thick and heavy and awkward in it. I let him lead me out, let him lead me all the way down the stairs to the bathroom and push me inside.

"Get changed," he said, "I'll be right out here."

When the door closed I shook my head, trying to clear it a bit. I fumbled with my office clothes, my hands working automatically as I stripped out of them and pulled on the clothes he had picked out for me. I dressed like I was in a trance, getting ready and stepping out and letting him lead me to the door, watching as I pulled on my running shoes and watching as he opened the door and ushered me out.

"Just think about it," he said, kissing me on the forehead, "And remember that you love me."

Before I could respond the door was shut, the lock clicked, and I was standing outside all alone just blinking in disbelief at what had happened to me. The truth was that from the moment the door opened and I saw Stacy, my whole world kind of became trance-like, almost dreamlike. I felt removed from myself, a total out of body experience and I was watching things happen without having any control over them myself.

Even the sound of the door locking shut wasn't enough to break me out of my stupor. As if he had some kind of hold over me I turned automatically, walking down the front steps of my house and starting to stretch, starting to prepare for the same run I did nearly every day.

Blinkingly I looked out over the neighborhood around me, the charming little houses on the charming little street with their charming little gardens and their quiet little lives. A car pulled in across the way, my neighbor Ryan stepping out and waving, smiling at me from across the way and calling out.

"Hey there Hallie, getting ready for a run?"

It was all so ordinary, so much that it felt almost hollow and false. Like I was watching a shadow puppet show but not seeing the source of the images, only their result on the tissue-thin paper of the world. I blinked maybe a dozen times before I realized I had to respond to him.

"Oh yeah," I said, my tongue thick in my mouth as I walked down my driveway and stood at the end of it, "Yeah I need to go for a run."

Ryan looked at me oddly and I got the sense that he was about to ask me whether everything was okay and that was the last possible question I wanted to hear at this point because it was possibly the only question in the world I didn't have an answer to. I couldn't wrap my head around anything that was happening, and the last person in the world I wanted to share it with was the guy across the street.

He was friendly, my neighbor Ryan. As one of the only people on this old street that was even remotely close to my age we'd been probably closer to one another than to anyone else, but he was hardly confidant material, though part of that was down to Adam

Adam had met him once or twice, seem him more than that through the windows of our house, and had expressed distrust of him. He'd said that Ryan looked like the sort of guy with dark plans, had suggested that I watch myself around him and keep away from him, because he wasn't the sort to be trusted.

All that might very well have been true, but I hardly saw how the outward appearance of him could indicate that. Ryan wasn't handsome like Adam was, not that movie star perfection, but he was handsome enough. He had a thick body built from his work as a contractor, had kind brown eyes and when he smiled they crinkled at the edges in a warm way.

If Adam was a tall and chill martini, Ryan would have been a warm hot toddy on a cold night. The latter was the type of guy you wanted to have curl up next to you by a fire and sling a blanket over the both of you on a cold winters night. The former was the man who swept you off someplace with warm white beaches because he knew you hated snow.

But it made Adam uncomfortable for me to get too friendly with Ryan, so I kept my distance. I smiled and waved at him just now, wrapping up my stretches and turning to leave.

"I should get on it," I said, "Gotta get in the miles. Have a nice day!"

And before he could say another word I was putting one foot in front of the other and pounding off down the street on the usual route for my run.

I run when I'm frustrated. I run when I'm questioning things. I run when I need to clear my head, and never when I need to exercise. Exercise is always a secondary consideration for me, a little bit extra on top, like a cherry on a cupcake that's unnecessary but enjoyed.

Nearly every day I'm out here running, but today is a day that I shouldn't have done it. Almost as soon as my house withdrew out of sight I knew that I'd made a terrible mistake and yet I kept on putting one foot in front of the other and pounding down the path to get away from what I'd just witnessed.

I'm not an idiot, just a fool. The smell of sex stunk in the air of my bedroom and Stacy wasn't there for me, all that was lies that Adam had spun to confuse me and catch me in his web once more. He sent me out here, no doubt back up there in that bedroom with her again and going for round two, or three or four depending on how long they'd already been at it, and I knew that when I got back still he'd make good on his plan to drag us both into bed with him.

Adam is no good for me. He's like a drug, making me dizzy and confused and all bad for me in spite of the way that he can make me feel good. I like being with him, but I know that the longer I spend in his company the further down into the darkness I'll go and the harder it'll be to drag me back out of it, so I need to change things. I need to make a change and choose a different path and that needs to start now.

When I go for these runs, I always follow the same path. Most of my life is like that, going through the motions that had been set in place before and just blindly putting one foot in front of the other until I cross the finish line.

At the park I'll turn right, taking the path around the outside of the upper part of it past the baseball diamonds and around the big hill then circling twice around the lake before peeling off and running all the way back home.

But this time when I reach the crossroads I turn left instead. It's a futile little gesture, little more than symbolic but it's enough to break me out of my rut, to force my mind into a place where I can't just move automatically and where I have to remember both where I've been and look out for where I'm going. It kicks my brain into action and makes me formulate my plan.

When I'm by myself the words come easily, the things I need to say to him. I play the conversation over in my mind, again and again, arguing with the version of Adam that I've drummed up and working out just the right thing to say and just the right way to say it. I'm going to go home indignant, storming in through the door and slamming up the stairs to demand that he leaves, tell him that we're done, and end things with the both of them once and for all.

Mouthing those words as I run I play out the speech in my mind until it's crystal clear, perfect and memorized and so burned into my memory that I could recite it even if I was standing in the middle of a hurricane. I'm not going to mess it up this time. I'm not going to break and let him control things. I'm going to be strong, cut him off when he tries to cut me off and I'm going to finish it all, once and for all, and be free of him at last.

Unfortunately in my zeal, I'm running faster and I'm not looking where I'm going.

The north half of the park, the place I'm usually running in, is carefully manicured and open. Wide stretches of grass and neatly appointed gardens. Ponds and lakes that are clean and orderly and man-made.

It's the south side of the park that contains the trees, a dense forest that is almost wild and untamed and held by the city in trust, ensuring a natural green space in the middle of the urban sprawl. The paths here run up and down hills and through the thick trees. The branches hang over the path and the roots grow under it, pushing up the ground and presenting a hazard to anyone unwary travelers. I don't notice the root until it's far too late and the tip of my toe catches it, sending me tumbling too close to a turn and bursting me through the trees and off the edge of a hill.

When I hit the ground the air is knocked out of me and I gasp but I'm not done. Rag-dolling through the trees I tumble down the side of the hill going head over heels, not sure whether I should try and stop myself or whether I should just go limp and hope that I reach the bottom before a tree stops me short and violent. Of course I don't even have time to put a plan into action before the end hits me, the flat ground at the bottom of it rising up to meet me as I stumble down breathless into a pile of leaves and take stock of myself.

Groaning I close my eyes and wiggle my fingers and toes. Through the dull roar of pain I take note of each digit individually, then my arms and my legs afterward. I breathe in, confident from the ease of it that I haven't broken a rib or anything like that. I chance rolling over and sitting up, and find that though it hurts I can at least do that. Standing follows shortly afterwards, using a tree for support as I find my balance and then standing on my own afterwards.

I'm bruised, scraped and muddy, but nothing feels broken and nothing feels too bad. The ache of pain in me is slipping back to be more like a light jacket on me than a heavy blanket and I'm pretty sure that I'm okay. Body intact, though my pride might be something else.

The last thing I check is my eyes, opening them slowly and spotting the fortunate little pond of still water a few feet away. I take a few tentative steps towards it, my eyes on it at all times as I stretch out my sore muscles and feel my body in full, feel every inch of it still working as it's supposed to work.

I'm proud of a lot of things in my life, but one thing I'm almost unconditionally proud of is my body. Not just the way I look, but the capacity I have in me to be able to do things.

Raised to believe that there were things for a man to do and there were things for a woman to do, I'd taken that to heart but fought against it at the same time, never wanting to be a woman who relied too much on men to open jars and change lightbulbs and lift heavy objects for them.

My body was strong, but feminine. My legs toned from all that time spent running, my ass full from squats to help me lift up heavy things. I went for subtle strength, not bulky and not even defined but toned and smooth lines that were visible but a little on the softer side.

And I'd been graced with a subtle beauty. I wasn't a model by any stretch of the imagination but my natural looks were definitely good enough to turn heads. The quintessential girl next door I'd probably be more likely to be described as cute than sexy or beautiful, but that didn't stop guys from fantasizing and looking when they thought I wouldn't notice.

As I reached the still pool I looked down at my reflection, taking it in and seeing that at least my face had been spared any nasty cuts or scrapes that would leave a scar. As for my body, well there was a bit of damage but it was all surface level and minor and besides I didn't notice much of it because in all honesty my attention was pulled away in an instant. It wasn't that I could see damage on my body, rather it was the amount of my body that I could see.

My breath started to come in shuddering gasps, in shaking fits and starts. I spun around and looked up at the hill behind me, staring into the trees and catching glimpses of neon strips of fabric tangled and flapping in the light breeze.

Bright orange, the color of the shirt I'd been wearing. Baby blue for my shorts and purple for my panties. A vivid red for my bra.

I wasn't bared completely, but the thick trees had grabbed my clothes and rendered them little more than strips of fabric. My shirt was gone completely, my shorts mainly just a belt at this point. My panties and my bra, they were torn almost strategically as if fate had a funny little plan for me.

Everything you would want to be contained, it wasn't contained. Every inch of me that my demure sensibilities dictated should be covered was exposed.

I was trapped in the middle of the park, god knows how far away from the safety of cover, and the only way back would be to show strangers everything.

At this point, Adam and Stacy were the last things on my mind. As the panic set in my mind raced for a plan but grasped only at straws because nothing would work. I couldn't fashion an outfit out of branches and leaves. The hill behind me was too steep to grab my clothes and even if I did the flapping strips of it were tiny and insubstantial and would be useless for my purposes. Adam had pressed me out of the house so quickly that I didn't even have my cell phone, so there was no one coming to rescue me.

I was doomed, and it was only a matter of time before someone found me and saw everything.

There was no sense delaying, no sense in putting things off. I had to move and I had to move fast and I had the sense, at least, to know which direction was north and in the general vicinity of my house. Sure, between here and there were wide open fields, crowds, and city streets filled with cars and people, but that was a problem for the future me. The version of me right now could only put one foot in front of the other and just move forward.

I started to push through the trees, the rustling branches and the leaves sliding past me touching my naked skin and reminding me constantly of just how exposed I really was. This whole thing, it was so unlike me on so many levels. It was something I'd never done before, and even if I was thrown into it against all sense and reason I couldn't help but get a thrill.

People think of me as a pretty conventional woman and I am. I was raised to believe that a woman's best attributes are related to being demure, to being quiet and never showing off. My earliest education was in how to sit quietly and not draw attention, and it was those lessons that made it so easy for me to slip into the shadows unnoticed.

I kept on running through the nightmare scenario, getting caught out in an open field as one person notices me and then a ripple runs through a crowd that quickly forms. They all turn to look at me eventually, taking in the sight of me and closing in closer and closer until they're pressing all around me and I can't escape them anymore.

To be the center of attention, I always thought of that as a nightmare. But faced with the very real possibility that it might happen in the future I couldn't help but run through it in my mind again and again. A sea of unknown faces witnessing me, it sent a shiver down my spine and I quickly came to realize that something that I'd mistaken for fear was something else entirely.

My sex life is ordinary. I like men. I like it when they slip inside of me. I like the strength of their arms around me and the feel when they tumble over the edge of their climax. Playing with myself afterwards, that's about as kinky as my life gets, but the scenarios with the crowd sing to my soul in a way I've never felt before, a feeling that I would and could compare to a flower blossoming and turning to the sun to drink in the light for the first time.

Almost imperceptibly, almost unknown to me, I started to stride through the woods instead of slinking along and being careful. I was nearly at a running pace, pushing forward with a steady gait that was increasing in speed and purposefulness as I started to think about what would happen when I reached the edge, when I burst out into the open space of a picnic area and all the lovely couples turned to take in the sight of me gasping with need.

The light at the edge of the forest loomed ahead and I nearly broke into a run. My eyes opened wide and my heart started pounding, started roaring in my ears and as the light hit me I almost burst forth but the last little bit of reason and the last little bit of hesitation made me stop.

Blinking I came back to my senses, crouching low and hiding behind the thick trunk of a tree as I looked out on the familiar park beyond the darkness of the woods and saw the speckled crowd milling around the space. That slap of hard reality brought the fear back and as I ducked down and hid my eyes scanned over the place, searching for an out that would keep my dignity intact.

I'd been crazy, been crazed for a moment. I'd lost control and given myself over to something and it felt like it did with Adam but it felt like something else at the same time. With him I was relinquishing even the need to think, to have any decisions. With Adam I was powerless but that moment just a short while ago...

It started as powerlessness, but it became something else. As I fantasized about the crowds noticing me, about them being unable to look away, I realized that I was the one wit power instead. They couldn't ignore me. They couldn't deny me. I had them wrapped up in my sway and for once, for the first time perhaps, I could dictate the terms.

I swallowed hard, muttering under my breath, "It's just a fantasy. It's not real. Get ahold of yourself, Hallie."

Breathing in slowly as the breath came shuddering into my chest I breathed out shaky afterwards, settling my mind but not my body which was still abuzz with delight.

My skin was tingling with the exposure, my nipples hard with the chill of the air. I felt tightly wound in a way that exercise and even pleasure didn't really explain away, and I felt the thrumming need of the denial that Adam had given me earlier roar in the lustful part of my mind that thought of pleasure and pleasure alone.

When he'd had me pinned against the bathroom door I'd nearly had him inside of me. I'd nearly had the pleasure my body craved, needed and wanted. I was so close and yet wound up so far away from it as everything happened and I was denied, left to my own devices and to pound out my frustrations with my run.

But that abrupt stop had changed things. My body was wired and alive and firing on all cylinders including my lust. There was a war brewing within me, and the rational part of my mind was losing ground and struggling to find a path forward that wouldn't result in me giving everything away.

To the east side of the park there was a tall garden with tall plants, thick enough that I could probably hide in the midst of them and use them for cover. If I moved through the trees, far enough back, I could line myself up so that getting into that cover would only involve a quick little dash across maybe thirty feet of blank open space. Then I could crouch in the cover and move through it to get a bit farther north, searching once I'd exhausted it and finding the next bit of cover to get ahead. Bit by bit I'd get out of here, and one step at a time I'd work to keep my mind and my lusts intact.

I moved slowly through the trees, not wanting to shake the underbrush and draw attention to me. There weren't many people over by the forest, but there were enough that I was a little worried that the rustling would arouse the curiosity in nearby people. I managed to make it all the way until I was lined up with the garden and pushed through to the edge, hovering there and peering back and forth and just about to dash out when I spotted someone walking this way.

He was an older man, though not old by any stretch. Silver hair on the temples and a bit more lines on his face than a young man, yet still lean and strong and built in a way that showed that he had piled on his strength in the gym of life. He was dressed down in a sweater, an ordinary pair of jeans, and he was walking right towards me with his dog on a leash. He made such a straight line, staring straight at me the whole time, that I was absolutely certain that I'd been spotted.

I froze, my body unable to move and my mind working overtime as I played out the worst-case scenario and felt it get twisted by my dark desires into something else entirely.

You see the normal nightmare scenario would be that he found me, that he'd spotted me moving from a distance and came over to confront me. He'd stop a few feet away and bark an order at me.

"I know you're there, don't move a muscle. The police are on their way."

And I'd soon feel the clap of cuffs on my wrists, a blanket tossed over me for dignity as the police dragged me away for indecent exposure. Printed and photographed and locked in a cell, the trial would be a quick affair and my reputation would never recover.

That was the nightmare I expected my mind to conjure, but the fantasy that played out was something else entirely.

In that new fantasy, he'd approach just like the last time. He'd stop a few feet away and still bark an order at me, but it would be so different in its result.

"I know you're there, come out here now. You know you can't escape."

And I'd hesitate and he'd command me again and I'd stumble out breathless, my eyes downcast with shame but my skin feeling the heat of his gaze on me as he ran it up and down my body. I'd feel him step forward, his breath hot on my skin and his hands nearly touching me as they ran over me, as he walked around me, as he inspected me until he nodded with approval.

"Yeah, you'll do."

There would be a click that I wouldn't recognize and then I'd know precisely what happened when he clicked that collar around my neck instead. Cinched tight, the leash still connected, he'd tug and I'd follow as he led me out of the darkness of my cover and into the light of the crowd.

And he'd call out to people, asking them to look at what he found. He'd tell them my name, my address, he'd know everything about me and he'd lead me right out into the open, into the space in the middle of the park where it feels like everyone can see for miles around.

With a tug, he'd have me on my knees then. He'd issue orders, demands that I would willingly follow as I unbuckled his belt, undid his zipper, and made true on the one name he kept on calling me as he had paraded me around.

"Look at the slut I found. Look at her, she wants you to see her."

And I did, and I do. My eyes watched him draw closer in the real world as my hands gripped tight to the trunks of two nearby trees. I didn't know whether I was bracing myself to keep myself in the darkness or preparing to use them to launch myself off into the light and give myself to him. I didn't know what I wanted, which side of myself was going to win the war raging in my heart.

God I didn't know, I couldn't know, and as I watching him walk past without a glance towards me I had to fight against mewling out and crying out with frustration that nothing at all had come to pass.

I slumped down, spinning around and surprised at how heavy I was breathing. I put my head in my hands, so shocked at the certainty that I'd wanted him to catch me, to expose me and make them see.

More than anything I wanted that, to be witnessed. To be the center of attention and impossible to ignore. It was completely unlike me, but maybe that was the whole reason behind it.

Shaking I got back up, willing myself to put my concerns and those dark fantasies behind me and just fucking focus on getting out of this. I glanced back and forth, then dashed out into the open space the moment the coast was clear.

Maybe I was out and fully exposed for ten seconds, it wasn't much in any case. I was out, sprinting low across the ground and moving too quickly to be anything but a blur to people as I dashed into the garden and ducked low, peering into the space between the plants and searching for any sign that I'd been seen.

My breath came slow and shuddering, my body trembling but stilling as the seconds ticked by and I saw no sign that I'd been caught yet.

It was a moment of craziness, that was what I decided as I hunkered down and found my calm center again. It was just temporary insanity, the stress of the moment getting to me but I could move past it, I could forget all about it and just fucking focus.

I pressed through the tall plants, reaching the other side quickly. I was near the edge of the park, nothing out here but outbuildings and open spaces with sparse scatterings of trees. But that meant there was little in the way of crowds, little in way of things to do so little interest in this particular part of the park. That meant I could make big strides in quick and leaping dashes.

Moving from cover to cover I followed a familiar pattern by now. Rush out and clear the space, then crouch behind my cover and move slowly, making sure I wasn't seen. I always made certain that no one could spot me, was always careful as I dashed from location to location and did my best to remain out of the line of sight.

With all of my attention focused on that task, it was easy to forget my troubles. Adam and Stacy, they weren't even present in my mind. What I'd almost done, while harder to ignore, was still only a simmering feeling in the back of me. It wasn't roaring up for attention anymore.

But as I drew closer to the places I normally ran, to the crossroads where I'd turned left instead of right for the first time ever today, I quickly ran out of luck. The crowds here were thicker, milling about in even greater numbers as the workday was by now long ended and couples and people decided to while away the last daylight hours in the safety and security of a park.

I had to be careful now, had to focus on my breathing and focus on finding the few blank spots there were to keep myself in cover. I had to make choices to sacrifice my attention on the many instead of the few scatterings of people, and I'm certain that at least a few strangers got a bit of a show as they saw me dash around a corner.

It wasn't enough to raise anything but an errant eyebrow, yet as I crouched in the cover waiting for someone to have their curiosity finally piqued enough to look into things I found that the fantasies became harder to ignore again. I couldn't put a face to them now, and they weren't scenarios like before but rather were more roaring feelings, an interest that demanded attention and demanded satisfaction.

Just do it, step out. Just let them see. You want it. You need it. You want to know what'll happen if you do.

My body started shaking again, trembling beneath me. I rationalized it away as adrenaline and exertion, because after all it had been so long and I'd come so far and been strung as tight as a tightrope for all that time. There were a thousand and one rational reasons to explain it away but I knew, in my heart of hearts, that my shaking and trembling and aching only needed a single word to have a sufficient explanation.

It was need, point of fact. It was my need to have it happen that made me tremble. It was my need that made me make my fatal mistake.

I dashed out without thinking, focusing once more on the crowd and not on the rest of the environment. I didn't even notice the man walking down the path until I was moving fast right in front of him and not only did he notice me, but he called out my name.

"Hallie?"

The voice was familiar but I didn't even look, just squealed and ran faster, darting behind a nearby building and ducking between the cover of a piece of machinery and a bush. I slid low, hiding myself and wondering what in the hell I was going to do.

I heard the footsteps come around the side of the building and walk past me and I held my breath. I kept on holding it as I heard them walk away, then let out a slow and shuddering breath that stopped short as I heard them return.

"Hallie?" he called my name again, and this time I recognized his voice.

It was Ryan, my neighbor. He walked back and forth once, and then twice, calling out my name again and looking out around the area as if he could catch a sight of me. I didn't know what to do and I don't know why I did it. I don't know why I answered him.

"Ryan," I said quietly, my voice almost a whisper and definitely strained, "I'm here."

He turned quickly, catching sight of the bush and the machine and I poked my hand up and waved at him before pulling it back down and out of sight. I clapped my arms around me, clenching them over my exposed places as he stepped forward.

"What are you doing down there?" he asked, "You're hiding?"

He didn't know. He hadn't seen. If he had then there would be no cause for questioning, the answers would have been clear and present to him. And that left me at a loss for what to do, for how much to tell him and how much to let him know. I replied cautiously, picking my words carefully and wondering whether I could maybe get out of this free and clear anyways.

"It's a long story," I said, "I'll tell you sometime, maybe. But, um... What's up?"

So maybe I didn't pick my words well enough. They did little to dispel his questions and even less to motivate him to leave me alone.

"I was working out front after you left and I noticed you hadn't come back. Decided a walk was in order because... I don't know it was stupid."

"You came looking for me?" I asked him.

Through the branches of the tree I looked up at him and he wasn't peering down at me, he was looking sheepish and rubbing his hand on the back of his neck. He smiled a slow and relaxed grin and I thought I might have even seen a bit of a blush of embarrassment in his cheeks. As if he was the one who had the right to be embarrassed here.

"I was a little worried," he said, "I mean I've noticed you when you go running, not that I was staring or watching or anything but I could set a damn clock to the pace you keep and you took longer so I wanted to be sure you didn't fall or anything. That you weren't hurt. It was dumb. I'm dumb. I'll leave you be."

He'd been concerned for me. He was here, checking up on me when he had no reason to and my boyfriend, the man who should have known all of this, was back home giving my best friend the time of her life.

It was a reversal that I didn't really know how to deal with and my current predicament just made things more difficult, but as I saw him turn to leave I found that instinct once more guided my hands as I called out to him.

"Ryan wait," I said, not really even believing that I was doing this, "Wait you... Thank you."

"Oh hey, you're fine and all," he shrugged it off, "I wasn't doing nothing that needed doing. I was overstepping so I'm sorry about that. I mean I should have gone over to talk to Adam or something, sent him out if I was really concerned. It shouldn't have been me."

But who else would have done it?

The tears took me by surprise, the sob made him stop. I tried to fight against it, tried to play it off like I was laughing at his joke but he was concerned and there was no way to dispel that now and as he turned to me and asked if I was alright I found myself confessing.

"Adam is cheating on me," I told him, "Right fucking now. He's in my house with my best friend and he's fucking her, and he sent me out of the house to go for a run and didn't even notice that I was gone. Even if he did he wouldn't have come looking, not when he could move on and forget me. He wouldn't even do what you did, Ryan. I don't have anyone that would do what you did."

Even through my tears, I could tell that he looked stunned. Stunned and a little angry and he let the anger boil up to the surface, maybe because when faced with an asshole or a sobbing girl, all guys will choose the one they can hit.

"That son of a bitch," he said through clenched teeth, "How do you know he's cheating on you? How did he get you-"

"Get me out of the house?" I asked him, "He just told me to and I went along with it because I'm an idiot. I don't know what power he has over me, but it's like he can cast this spell on me and I hate it. Oh god, I hate myself for it."

Ryan swallowed hard, "Don't beat yourself up. We've all got some point in our past where we wish we'd been stronger, but it can be hard to do that sometimes. It can be hard to turn our back on what we think we need to do, and do what we know we ought to."

His words came with a slow and even drawl and it told me that this man had a lifetime of experience that would surprise me. Those words were a comfort to me, as was his smile when it broke through and lit me up.

"But hey, you're strong and you're capable and you don't need rescuing I'm sure. Here I was thinking that you'd taken a tumble and needed help and here you are just needing your space. I can give you that, if you want. I mean, I don't need to stay if you don't need me to but I will. I'll stay for you."

I thought of the times that I'd spoken to him, of Adam's hatred of this man. He hated him because he saw him as a threat and because he saw a truth in him. That Adam would never be even half the man that Ryan was, and that by keeping me away from him Adam was greedily keeping me to himself, even as he betrayed my trust and took another woman into my bed.

"You're wrong, actually," I said, nearly laughing at the ridiculousness of how close and how far he'd been from the truth, "I did take a tumble and it... uh... it left me a little worse for wear."

"Are you okay?" he asked, his concern rising up and taking over everything else, "Nothing broken? Nothing torn?"

I stood slowly, hands carefully covering myself to maintain my dignity. For the first time since I fell down that hill I stepped out in front of someone, and I was shocked at how it made me feel.

Nervous, but excited. Shaking like a leaf as I stepped out of the bush and glanced from side to side, glanced all around and anywhere but at my handsome neighbor standing in front of me.

"Only my clothes," I said meekly, a nervous giggle bubbling out of me.

I heard a rustle and felt the swish of clothing as his jacket was draped over my shoulder and he pulled it closed in front of me. He was a big guy so even though it was only a light jacket it still hung over me like a blanket, pressing against the top of my thighs and covering me completely.

And he chuckled and I looked up at him with a smile on my lips, seeing him shaking his head and mirth in his eyes as he smiled back at me.

"Well isn't that a hell of a thing," he said, "I have to say that was the last thing I was expecting."

Ryan looked into my eyes. He didn't break his gaze from them even as I let my hands slip from my body to the zipper of the jacket and tug it closed. The teasing flash of bare skin wasn't enough to tempt my perfect gentleman right now, but I couldn't say that was always the case.

Memories flooded in, things I'd never realized playing out in my mind now with the clarity of who he was and what he could mean to me. Moments where he'd waved goodbye and hello when I was running, his eyes far less gentlemanly as they did a long and slow stroll up and down my body.

Ryan was handsome and charming and most importantly he was kind. His concern for me and his righteous anger at Adam, though, that had a quality that was clearly rooted in something deep.

Maybe it was just a crush, just the handsome neighbor fantasizing briefly about the girl next door. Maybe he'd only ever counted on it being a fantasy, but maybe he'd secretly wished for more.

And when I shrugged out of his jacket and let it slip off my shoulders he stepped in quick and caught it, but my hand snapped out and closed on his wrist, holding him and keeping him from sliding it back onto me.

"Don't you want to see?" I asked him, "I want you to see. That's all I've been able to think about since this first happened. Seeing. Being seen. Being really seen."

I was staring into his eyes but they held their steady gaze. My eyebrows curled up, a little pout on my lips and a pleading look in my eyes.

"Let it go, Ryan," I begged him, "Let it go and look at me."

And his fingers released the jacket, and his eyes drifted down.

I watched him, watched the shift come over him. Moving from good-natured humor to a hunger that I hadn't seen in a long time. Adam hadn't looked at me for so long, not since he knew he had me under his thumb and even then, before, his gaze was possessive in a different way. Adam wanted to control me, Ryan just wanted to consume me.

Ryan swept his eyes over my body and I felt a shiver come over me, felt goosebumps prick out on my skin. As I held his wrist I felt his fingers twitch almost reflexively, reaching for me and wanting to touch me, to feel my warm body on his.

"Kiss me now," I growled, the words an order.

I was in charge here and I was loving it, I'd found my power and I'd found a man who wanted to give it to me. He stepped in and he was so tall I had to kick up onto tiptoe to kiss him, and the moment I released his hands they found my body and pulled me in so strong.

He slipped around to grab me as his lips pressed hungrily against mine. I parted my mouth and pushed my tongue forward eager, feeling my way into him as he held me, as he dragged me against him and I felt the hard oppressiveness of his body wrap itself around me.

His hands grabbed at me again and again, roaming everywhere provided the destinations offered him an abundance of bare skin which was handy because I had so much to give to him, my whole body nearly exposed not just to him but to anyone who might happen to walk by.

It was crazy, we were out here and we were not in cover. The building blocked us from the majority of people but anyone who walked past would be able to see us but neither of us cared. This was what he'd wanted for a long time, I could sense that, and this was what I'd needed for longer than I even realized.

Not just him, not just a man who wanted me for me and not to possess me but this danger, this exposure, this pleasure that came from knowing that I could be witnessed in full. I wasn't just aware that we were out in the open I was thriving on it, I wanted him to take me here, to not hold back, to take the chance that we could be caught and punished for what we were about to do.

Ryan picked me up so easily and he pushed me back. My ass sat down on the cold machine I'd been hiding behind and he dragged me to the edge of it, my soft and wet sex pressed against the hard bulge of his pants that was growing harder by the minute.

His hands weren't the only ones wandering now. Without having to hold myself up anymore I pressed and kneaded at his chest, at his shoulders, feeling as much of his hard body as I could and feeling him be absolutely unrelenting to my presses.

The man was a brick wall, solid from head to toe. His attractive qualities were all brutal and blunt, hard edges and firm flats. He didn't have the sculpted beauty of a man like Adam and even his charms were rough around the edges and a little forceful. Adam was a scalpel and Ryan was a sledgehammer and all I wanted now was for him to slam into me.

His hand snaked up and gripped my throat, lightly but forceful enough to push me back from him and hold me gasping as I searched for more.

"I want to taste you," he said, "I want all of this, but we're out here. This is dangerous. We could get caught."

"Now," I demanded, "Here. Do it. Do it now."

His eyes flashed with delight and a bit of fear, but he didn't dare disobey me.

Ducking down his lips kissed my collarbone, my chest, the swell of my breasts. His hands slid down my body until they held my waist and when his lips reached my nipples he pulled one into his mouth and darted his hands down to spread my already parted thighs even further apart.

He barely lasted a moment on my breasts before he dove between my legs. His hands did double duty of holding my thighs apart and dragging my sex onto his waiting mouth as he feasted on me, his tongue and lips painting confusing patterns on my skin.

It was everywhere all at once and I could barely help it. I was wet and wanting and had been waiting for so long and from my perch on top of the machine I knew that everyone could see everything and I loved it.

I loved it when he dove his tongue deep inside of me, when he teased it out and slipped it up around my clit. It was my whole world when he licked me, lazily flicking back and forth across my clit before pressing the whole hard flat of his tongue against me and humming, sending a vibrating wave rushing through my veins.

"Don't stop," I ordered him, making certain of it by gripping his head and clenching my thighs around his head, "Don't you dare fucking stop."

I couldn't remember the last time I'd had a man eat me out. Adam refused, though he'd accept all of my supplicating oral skills for himself.

I'd nearly forget how consuming it could be. How the selfish urge to focus on my pleasure at the expense of all others could spark a fire within me that was special, that was unique, that could drive me to heights I could never possibly imagine.

All of the top ten times I'd cum was when a man was between my thighs like this and I'd never put the pieces together, never understood that it was about power for me. I loved the thought of a man giving his everything, all of his efforts, just to please me. That when they were on their knees for me like this it made me feel like a goddess who could take on the whole damn world.

With one hand holding him between my legs the other took a tour of my body. It dragged up my hard abs and squeezed my breasts, it pinched my nipples and sent a shock of pain to mingle with the pleasure beneath my skin. And then finally, because I hadn't lost my senses completely, it clapped over my mouth as I felt the fire rise within me.

I wanted to roar. I wanted to scream. I wanted to shout louder than I'd ever shouted before, to have my cry ripped out of my chest and echo so loud that the birds in the trees around us fluttered in fear.

And yes, I wanted people to notice me, to turn heads and have them witness me, but I had sense enough to know that if I did that then I couldn't have anymore.

So when I came, my body shaking and trembling and constricting to bend over nearly double with the effort of the pleasure making me tight, I screamed into my hand and it clamped so tight that it muffled the cries. Maybe some people heard it, but if they did it was quiet enough they didn't come looking.

My world exploded, my body reduced down to the pleasure Ryan was giving to me and then rippling through me, rushing and roaring through my veins until it spread the hot heat throughout me. It roared through my body, tightening and tensing and then rocking back as the machine beneath my ass groaned and creaked while my ass ground down onto it.

And when I let out that shuddering breath and released him Ryan sprung up ready and eager. His pants were already off and his hands were on me, moving me forward as I caught a glimpse of his achingly hard cock before he plunged it into me and made my whole world explode once more.

Thank god I had my hand still clapped over my mouth, because otherwise the cry at being filled by him in a single shuddering gasp would have sparked even more attention than before. He pounded into me hard with a single stroke, then withdrew only to pound forward again.

Long and steady, making me take all of him and making me memorize every inch of him. Connecting our bodies time and again and again as he took me, as he made me realize everything I'd ever been missing.

Eye to eye I had all of his attention and all of his worshipful awe. With Adam, it was him who was the focus, with Ryan every move he made was for me.

When he fucked me slow and forceful, it was to spark a fire within me. His pleasure was there as well but it was secondary, his first concern was being a good lover for me.

The only reason I took my hand off my mouth was to kiss him. This kiss was for him, to try to tell him with actions how much I appreciated him, how much I regretted that it had taken this long, and how much I knew that so long as he fucked me like this and cared for me like this that I would never give up on him.

I was falling for him, that much was clear, and maybe it was naivety or maybe because my heart had just been broken but I wanted to give him my everything. I wanted him to take it all and love every moment of it.

When our lips broke he was damn near breathless. His hips were moving faster now, pumping in with steady force but quicker strokes as his hands kept my hips steady, kept my body from moving from the force of his thrusts. He ducked down to taste my nipples, biting lightly and eliciting a quiet moan from me and yes I wanted to fucking roar but this would do, because more than being exposed I just wanted him to continue.

"From behind," I begged him now, orders beyond me, "Bend me over and give me everything. I want it hard and I want it fast and I want you to finish inside of me."

There was a grin on his face when he pulled back, lewd and a little naughty. Like I'd given him a secret chocolate, like I'd given the man his favorite treat.

And he gave it to me, getting me into place so fast and slamming into me from behind. His hands gripped me hard and I slammed mine down into the machine, palming it and holding on as I prepared for him to give me every ounce of his strength.

Ryan didn't hold back, bending low over me his hips beat a fast and relentless tattoo, pounding me again and again until my body went numb from it and a fire burst in my veins.

I could have lived like this forever. I could have been like this forever. I could have taken him again and again and still been ready for more, draining him of every last drop that he had and then sucking him until he was ready for me. It was what I wanted and I needed but right now all he needed was to cum, to fill me with his seed and pulse with satisfaction while buried deep inside of the woman he'd always wanted.

And he didn't roar when he came, when his cock slammed hard and full inside of me and it throbbed, the pulse of his seed racing up his shaft and exploding with heat in my belly. He didn't roar but I could hear his ragged and gasping relief in my ear, could feel his hot breath on my shoulder and could feel the ultimate proof as the heat of him burned in my loins, as pulse after pulse of his climax was emptied deep inside of me.

We were both shaking after that. He fell back so quick but he helped me down and before he even pulled up his pants he made sure to sling his jacket over my shoulders and zip it up this time, preventing me from being exposed again. Once he was done and dressed we both breathlessly looked around, I think both of us surprised that with what we'd just done, we hadn't been caught.

Our laughter was contagious, as was our relief.

"That was crazy," he said, breathless, "I've never done anything like that."

"Insane," I agreed, biting my lip and blushing a bit, "Neither have I."

I looked over at him, surprised a bit at how much I was falling for this man and then jumping with shock when a couple walked on the path arm in arm so close to us. Stepping behind him for safety was unnecessary, they didn't glance our way but they could have and they could have done that mere moments before.

"We should go," I said, "Before we press our luck too far."

Ryan slipped an arm around me and we strolled down the path as casual as could be. In his big jacket my toned legs were on full display but it hung low enough, especially if I slouched a little, that it gave the impression of a doting boyfriend wrapping up his cold girlfriend in his jacket. Maybe pressing the edge of the line but certainly not crossing it as he led me down the streets to our homes where we stopped in front.

I stared up at my house then down at the car in the driveway. Adam was still here, Stacy as well probably. I'd nearly forgotten about the surprise I'd come home to, and the job that was waiting for me at the end of my long journey.

"You can come to my place," he offered, "I mean I'm not saying it as a way to pick you up or anything, but you can wait in my house. He's gotta leave sometime, right?"

I looked over at Ryan, dear and sweet Ryan. I smiled at him, knowing that the offer was kind but that I couldn't take him up on it.

"He's leaving now," I said firmly, "Right now, the both of them. We're not going to your place, we're going to mine. I'm going to kick him to the curb and her as well, and then I'm going to take you upstairs.

"They've sullied my bed, so that's out. But I've got a balcony out back with a fantastic view of the park. I think it's perfect for round two."

Bouncing up on my tiptoes again I kissed him, leaving him a little stunned with the trick I did with my tongue.

"Come on," I said to him when I'd come back down to earth, "I've got a boyfriend that needs to become an ex and a neighbor that needs his reward."

END
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She’d grown close to him since he moved into the neighborhood. I’d been happy for her, but I never dreamed their relationship would turn into this.

When they moved in down the street my wife was thrilled, finally a couple living near us who wasn’t three decades our senior. She got close with the husband, both of them home alone during the day. Every night when I got back from work she’d have another story of how charming and interesting the new man in her life was.
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Because she knows that I need to watch.

Click here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!

OEBPS/image_rsrcC8.jpg
REE PO&T

MYir!Q

0#64 TI i’lG I M
THaFARE





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Beginning




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning






